THE END.
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from despondency, and so long as his health remained essentially unimpaired his intellectual activity went on with the evenness of mechanism.
His eye was fastened on one weak spot. He dreaded taking cold. His influenzas were stubborn and painful. He often intimated that the source of danger was in his chest, and his knowledge of physiology kept that danger ever before him. Possibly, his precautions were excessive. During the last winter preceding his decease he did not leave the house, but sat from morning till night at his desk, without exercise, or the bracing tonic of the outer air. The world came to him in the persons of friends and in the breezy presence of his wife, who kepb him informed of the goings-on of the social world. For years it had been his custom to abseil t himself from the Tribune Office, and to save time by having books sent to him, thus increasing his sedentary habit. Still his health did not suffer apparently from the confinement, though occasionally a premonitory symptom kept him in mind of his infirmity. In the winter of 1879-80 painful symptoms alarmed him; but it was not till the spring was far advanced that the final attack was made. No care or skill availed then to beat it off. It soon became evident that he must succumb to the enemy. The